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ALLY AT THE INDIARIES. 


“I hardly like to admit it, but Iam almost afraid that the hot weather has seriously affected Poor Papa’s brain. Nothing else I can think of could 
erplain his absolutely imbecile conduct at the India and Ceyloncries. What on earth induced Mr. Imre Kiralfy to permit my doddering parent to indulge in 
"8 absurd vagaries, in one of the very finest positions in the churming grounds, I cannot, for the life of m2, imagine; and I can only say, if Dad is 
vuowed to continue long upon his mad career, the popularity of a most interesting and delightful exhibition will be seriously endangered.”—Toorsig. 


THE DEMON DONE. 
3 A BROKEN-DOWN BEAU. 


In June, 1778, was born one George Brummell, who | 
managed, in his way, to make a considerable noise in the 


Oxford, and the Prince Regent, afterwards George IV., pre- 
sented him with a cornetcy in the 10th Hussars. He had a 
rather handsome face and a splendid tigure, and the “exqui- 
site propriety” of his dress evoked the admiration of the 
Prince and Lord Byron, and the e of all other dandivs. 
He set himself up asa model in manners and appearance 
for lesser lights to copy from. He was supposed to be in 
love with w young lady, but was suddenly disenchanted. 
A friend asked him why. “ Don't speak of her,” he said 
with a shudder; “she asked twice fur soup.” A bluft old 
major asked him why he had broken off with another lady. 
“1 positively saw her eating cabbage,” replied the Beau. 
“But don't you sometimes eat vegetables!" asked the 
other. “ Yes,” replied the Beau, sulemnly ; “LT once ate a 
rea. 

: On attaining his majority he came in for £30,000, sold 


world, 
He was sent by his father, a rich man, to Eton anil | 


3 oO LO Ga nll . 

ar There Was & poor chap stone broke (2) “Youre starving. Die of asquare mens (3) “Strange,” said the demon. “Why, 

tee ing: “ri make a hole in the of poisonous fungi!” So he wolfed a lot. confound it, they're edible!” And then he 

: said he. “Don't do that,” said his  “ Well, how do you feel?” asked the demon, vanished with a baftled yell. The poor chap 

wvebi ieee: “Look here, I've a rather anxiously, “ Better—much better.” said the made a name by the discovery. His ketchup 
ne poor chap, alone brings him in a big fortune. 


tte nes 
*. = 


out of the army, and devoted himself to the cultivation of 
high life and the best mode of tying white neckerchiets. 
Vainly was he importuned to disclose the secret of those 
wonderful ties. A visitor met Brummell’s valet coming 
downstairs with a washing-basket full of crumpled ties, and 
asked what they were. “Oh, those? They're our failures.” 
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beckon to Lovain (the Duke of Argyll) on one side, ¢ 
(Lord Jersey) on the other, and see them come to me. 
was on a visit to. nobleman, with whom he had promised to stay 
for some time. Three or four days only had passed, when Brum- 
mell said earnestly to his host, “ My lord, | must leave at once. 
cannot stop here.” “Why, in Heaven's name?” “Tam in love 
with her ladyship, your wife.” “The devil youare! But never 
mind that—a passing fancy, nothing more. Her ladyship is not in 
love with you.” “ Well, your lordship, I am afraid that her lady- 
ship does incline to be in love with ine,” said the Beau, And 
left the house at once oe 

Everybody, however, did not Worship at his shrine. Coombes, 
the brewer, lost a lot of money to him at cards. “ Never mind, 
Coombes,”” he said, “in future I shall never drink any porter but 
yours.” “I wish,” retorted the Alderman, “that every other 
scoundrel in London would say the sime, and keep ais word.” 

A Mr. Snodgrass happened to attract the attention of the Beau, 
and his name offended him. He, night after night, at a late hour, 
would ring loudly at the old gentlenn’s door, and when his night. 


His admirers increased. “1 can stand in the pit of the operons 
iers 
e Beau 


capped head appesred, ask blandly, “1s your name Snodgrass? 
“Yes, it is. Why?” “Only, my dear fellow, it’s a ve vulgar 
name.” “You be—1!” shouted the other, banging down the 


window, The annoyance was repeatea, until the law was appealed 
to, and Brummell warued that if he did it again he would be 
severely punished. 

One day dining with the Regent he wanted some more wine, and 
languidly drawled, * Wales, ring the bell.” The Prince did, and 
ordered Mr. Brumumell’s carriage. Some time afterwards the 
Beau riding with Lord Sefton throuzh Bond Street saw the Prince 
in his barouche. The Prince and Peer exchanged a few words, 
and as they drove away Brummeil exclaimed loudly, affecting not 
to know his late patron, “Sefton, who's yuur fat friend?” 

But the crash came at last. His money and credit gone, a few 
friends helped him to escape to Calnis, He lived here on credit 
for seventeen years, Then got a Consularship at Cacn. But this he 
presently resigned. His mind had given way, and he had to be 
put into a private asylum, where his friends saw that he got every 
comfort. Then he died and was buried. 

A sad wasted life. 


BILLIAM THE BLOODSTAINED. 
ANNOTATED BY ALEXANDRY, THE BLOODLESS Boy. 
CHAPTER 1.—( Continued), 

Lire on board this accursed vessel is unenduradle. The Boss of 
the Burlesque Company, who has up to now been awful bad in his 
bunk, woke up to-day and asked to sve the two impostors as was 
travelling at his expense. 

The fiery-urbed boy explain it was a mistake. The Boss say “So 
much the worse. ill, has these boys been a-feasting on our 
rations!" Bill say, * They've been too ill.” The Boss say, “’Tis 
well. See that they only have the leavings—the rancid outside 
bits. If you've any partickler high fat, that’s their sort.” Then 
he kicks us and we writhe. 

This cannot last. There must be mutiny, The deck must flow 
with gore, 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
——— 
*,* Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stam ped envelope large enaugh to contain the 
contributions qubuittiod. Do not inclose loose stamps. 


Rather s0-sv, sEFFS, at present; Weather's trying, ts it not ? 
Nalf-a-dozen wagons, TARPIN, Wouldn't hold the game he shet. 
Many thanks jor offer, DAPHNE ; Sorry to decline, with thanks, 
We're accustomei now, aias! te All the Ancient’ little pranks, 
Much regret we haven't space, FRED, Not of ours, A FRIEND IN 
Dovusr. Lally, TRADDS, we cannot tell you, Few know what t's 
all about. 

—— fa 
“ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper in the World, 


Forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
cacepted, post free: 
3 months, 1s. 8d.; 6 months, 3s. 3d.; 12 months, 6e. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.0.0.' payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“TE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, Lonpoy, E.C, 


Show Cards will be sent post free to Newsagents on application, 


PARIS 
Gn sale at all: Kiesques and Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
apecial arrangement at our 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 RvE DE LA BANQUE, 


el 


NINE OLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


—£150— 


Will be paid to the next-of-kin of ony Man, Woman, Boy, or Girt 
(Railay Servants on duty excepted), who shall happen to meet 
with his or her death ina Railway Accident to the Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of “ ALLY SLOPER’s HALF- 
Houiway”" be found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident. 
“ ALLY SLOPER's HALr-HoniDAy” is published throughout the 
United Kingdom every Wednesday morning at 9 o'cloe , and the 
Insurance lusts one week from that time, expiring at 9 o'clock the 
following Wednesday morning, 


eo 


HOWWID GIRL? 


“Most wetchedly dull down here—aw—don't you think, Miss 
Snapley?” “ How nice for you; there's nothing like a congenial 
climate, is there?” 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY:. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No. 630.—The “ Zouave Racer Cycling ” Costume. 


QUITE ENOUGH FOR HER, POOR GIRL. 
“ Don't you want to look nt the Exhibition, Lottie?” “I have 
you to look at, my dear Bertie—what other exhibition can I 
want?” “Bai jove! dashed funoy—is that your own?” 


PERSONAL. 
“Well, old chappie, how are you? Here I am, round again, 


you see!” “Why, you've never left off being rvwnd since I've 


known you,” 


CRONIES. 


“I always did enjoy my pipe.” “And I've been fond of the 
bottle from my earliest recollection.” 


BIBL 


Saturday, May 23, 18¢6. 
JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


Young Mr. De Spoons (doing the affable to best girl's littl 
brother). Now, Willie, tell me what sis's name is. 

Terrible Brat (brusgurly). Ethel. 

Young Mr. De Spoons. ! yes, 1 know; but what else—wi.a 


ter Ethel. 
come, this Bret. You do, don't you, about five evenings a week ! 
ss 


s 
. Switings nas just changed half-a-quid, and he says 1x 
me uous going ome dod that he lent it him. ? 7 
Keane. you may depend that ain't true. Boozer would never bv. 
going home so eariy as this if he hnd any money left. 
ss 


“My pa,” said the boy from Number Seven, proudly, “my yo 
has got piano on the very latest principle.” “Gar on, what’. 
that?” snecred the kid from Number Eight; “my pa's got on: 
on the three years’ system. *.* 


Actor to Editor murmured low, 
“ Libel thou me! 
I'll hand you the damages back, you know, 
‘And we'll each pay half of the jaw-men’s fee, 
Name and fame. as I truly think, - 
Bestowed by that farce on ux doth will be ; 
So"—the Actor's wink was a sly, sly wink— 
“ Libel thou me!” 
2° 


iggs. You look upset, old man. 
Wish. Yes, I've hada bit of a shock ; went to get shaved, you 
know, and— 
Briggs. And the barber cut you, eh? . 
Wiggs. No; but he never made a single allusion to the weaticr 
the whole time. * 


“WHatT's the matter with Ula Colonel Bruster, he's as mad as 1 
bull about something?” “ Yes, he gave five pounds to assist the 
village brass band in acquiring a suitable practice ground— 
“Yes?” “And they’ve agreed to rent the empty barn next dour 
to his house. *,* 


Bear ieg® If he wanted a decent article on horses he shou’! 
have asked me to write it for him; I am the greatest authozity on 
horses in England or, I may say, Europe. 
Sceptic. Indeed ! Who sys 80? 
Boasticigh, Eh? What? Er—oh !—er—why—cr—er—I acknow- 
ledge it. 
—— 


4 WISE EXCEPTION. 


Jones Civho has been maintaining that a girl of-fourteen weuld 
sooner have @ kiss thana slice of bread and butter). Now, here> 
Carrie. She shall illustrate the truth of my argument. Which 
would you rather have, Carrie, a kiss or a slice of bread and butter: 

Carrie (grinning ). A slice of bread an‘ butter, 

_ Jones (aside, and undefeated ). Um! Well, p’r'aps with a mouth 
like that you're wise! 
el 


BIG GOOSEBERRIES. 


_ THE Daily Telegraph has found one, with » vengeance. Here it 
is, in all its naked and unblushing completencss :— 

_“* Naturalist’ relates a curious freak of jealousy on the part of a 
pig in his possession. It is a female, and in process of time pro- 
duced a litter of young, numbering ten. At an early age the 
mother had the misfortune to lose her tail in_an accident, and 
since then has gone through life with nothing outa stump. The 
young ones, however, were endowed with tails like other little 

iggies. This did not satisfy the old one, who secmed to grow 
intensely jealous of these appendages to her offspring, and one 
day she got the litter ina row and bit off their tails one by one, 
notwithstanding their protesting squeals. The mother is now 
quite pleased to see the family all alike.” 

_ There is something more than admirable in that. It is perfec. 
tion, it is pure, unatloyed delight. The affectionate regard which 
impels “ Naturalist” to refer to the dear little litter ax “ piggies” i> 
unique in its infantile playfulness, and the pleasure of the mother, 
cited at the end, is extra-human in its sympathy. There is such 
nice regard for the lady's feelings as well, “1t is a femaie!” For- 
sooth, it would have been uncouth to have called her asow. The 
young man who wrote that perfect specimen of Zelegraphese will 
take a lot of beating. and we co not intend to try it. But, wernt 
for age, we think we have a little natural histury item that may 
come ina very fair second, 

We had a dog—a long, lean, lanky yellow dog. We know it was 
a dog, because we had a wor id of trouble in dudging the tax. It 
had a tail, and it knew it, for a tin can was generally grafted on to 
that narrative. On second thoughts, it was not a dog. it was a— 
Indy canine, and, in process of time, it went the way of most lady 
dogs, and presented us with a litter of little puppy-wupe>. 
There were thirteen of them—a deuced unlucky Tie At an 
early age the maternal parent had the misfortune to have her head 
cut off—not in an acci ee ike the female pig, but in a saw-mill. 
Since then she has gone through life with nothing but a neck. 
The young pups, however, were endowed with heads like other 
little doggie-woggies. This kinder riled the old Indy, and she 
seemed to get awful needled at those frontispicces on her offspring. 
and one day she taught them to sing “ All in a row,” and while 
they were waddling along arm in arm, in the correct style o 
hbusincss accompanying the famous lyric, she bit off their heads two 
by two, in spite of their blaspheming shrieks and groans and 
“pen-and-ink.” The delectable parent on the female side is now 
supremely contented to see her family so uniform and regular in 
their personal appearance. 

There you are, Mr. Daily chia Abi we have done the best we 
can for you, but we frankly admit that you showed us the way. 


Saturday, May 28, 1896.) 
TOOTSIE LOOKING ROUND. 


—feee 


THERE is a good deal to be seen just now. 
There is the India Exhibition, at which Imre Kiralfy has this 
ear 


is something 
good at all the 
theatres, and 
there are the 
picture galleries, 

can never 
quite innke out 
where the pic- 
ture gallery 
mtrons come 
rom, but they 
do come, and 
keep on coming 
in their thou- 
sands. The 
number of the 
great tea-table 
critical division 
of which f 
spoke in my 
last, go on 
increasing, and 
they must fill a 
lot of room. 
Then there are 


the good 
ig aunta, 
who have to 


see what every- 
body sees 
before they 
go back home 
again. And 
P F then there are 
the relations and friends of the artixts. I suppose, surely, ome 
of oad pay and come, and see the “ efforts,’ admire the frame, 
and so on. 

But never mind who it is comes, as long as they do come—and 
there are plenty of shows to choose from. The Academy I have 
told you about. Then there is the Royal Society of Painters in 
Water Colours, in Pall Mall, and the Roya: Institute of Painters in 
Water Colours, in Piccadilly, and the Royal Society of British 
Artists, in Suffolk Street, the Hnnover, with its Arctic sens, 
Lemercicr’s, with its religious subjects, the Grafton, the oil paintings 
at Me Lean’s, Tooth’s Collec. - 
sion, and the Slave Market, 
‘Temporarily prohibited at 
Jlasgow.” 

And, though last not least, 
the New Gallery in Regent 
sureet. The New Gallery is 
the place of places to go 
and see the up-to-datest 
frocks and to meet friends. 
It has generally been agreed 
that it is one of the jolliest 
shows of them all, and has 
yearly increased in favour 
with) the public. The 
exhibition this year isa very 
rood one, and you must be 
sureand go. George Wet her- 
bee's picture, “Youth and 
the Sea Maiden,” has been 
happily parodied by my 
urtistic young friend, wo 
has also hit off Mrs. H. M. 
Stanley's pathetic canvas, 
“His First Offence.” There 
are jiots of other good pic- 
tures, of which I could tell 
you, but a8 you will no doubt 
« wending your way to 
Regent Street very shortly 
to judge for yourself, 1 won't 
inilict my amateur art criti- 
cism on you, for which 
favour, of course, you are 
duly and truly thankful. 

Some of the pictures have 
aspice of originality—eccen- 
tricity, | might almost say ; but they do not lack for admirers, 
It ia the New Gallery where the New Women and best men con- 
xregate and talk lengthily about nothing with a show of interest. 
Here are Dolly and Archie and Mr. Carter. Here is the jin de 
siéele, to be in but a year or two, old-fashioned past century 
people, and of an age no longer interesting to the Coming Crowd, 


No218.—"The Wasp.”. GEORGE WETHERBES. 
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No. n— Please, sir, it wasn’t me.” 
Mrs. H. M. STANLEY. 


SLCPER'S ANCESTORS, 
No. 13. 


LO DY ITI N 


EDWARD JULIENNE SLOPER, 
Born 1318. Diep oF Raw COcKLEs, 1381. 
From the Painting by Murillo del Chitlins, at Colney Hatch. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


Thousands of Testimonials from all parts of the World, 


SLOPER'S PlLhLsS 


PRICE 934 PER BOX (so PILLS). 
FULL page eh ink Box. 
LIVER COMPLAINT, HEADACHE, Erc. 


Carnaby House, Huddersfield, 
April 17th, 1896, 
GENTLEMEN,—MPe_ good enough to arnd tivo 
more bores of your wonderful Pilla by 
return of post, Stampe, \s. 7d., enclosed, 
Yours very respectfully, 
JAMES HEALEY. 


IF YOUR CHEMIST DOES NOT KEEP THEM, SEND 
9. IN STAMPS TO 


CURDEN & CO., 99 Shoe Lane, Fleet St., London, B.C. 


AND A BOX WILL BE SENT BY RETURN. 


A REAL BOON TO LADIES, 


specially to those who wish to know of a 
safe, sat (eg and speedy remedy for all irre- LADIES 
gularities and obstructions, 2 remedy which 
under the most trying circumstances and in 
the most difticult and 
OBSTINATE_ CASES 
NEVER FAILS TO AFFORD 
RELIEF, 


GENERALLY 1N A FEW HOURS. 
No case hopeless, failure is simply impossible, 
as Mrs. Snow, of Denmark Hill, Camberwell, 
writes : 

“By adopting your treatment my anxiety 
and misery was over within twenty-four hours, 
although for over three months I had been 
daily taking pills and other things in vain. 
Half the quantity you sent proved effective, 
to my intense joy and surprise.” 

A sworn guarantee is enc!ozed with all testi- 
monials and medicine, which is inexpensive, 
as one bottle at 4s. Gd. (by post, 4s. 9d.) is us- 
ually sutticient for any case, 

Full particulars will be gladly forwarded to 
any lady on receipt of addressed envelope. 

Write privately to— 
Mrs. A. 8. ALLEN, 
145 STOCKWELL ROAD, 
LONDON, 8.W. 


Lofefofelolalotetatteleletetetoletsfar-t- 


AN HONEST MEDICINES. 


DR. DAVIS’S FAMOUS PILLS FOR FEMALES 


Are Unequalied. The mos effectual on earth. Nothing can resist them. 
94d., 1/14, 2/9, 4/6. Sent free from observation by 


Dr. DAVIS, 309 PORTOBELLO ROAD, LONDON, W. 
Or onier of any chemist, 
Dr. Davis's little book for MARRIED WOMEN sent free on receipt 
ot a stamped addressed envelope. 


THE STORY OF A CRIME. 


THERE, prone upon the tloor of the back kitchen, lay the body 
of the beautiful young wife; and standing over it, with hair dis- 
hevelled, a wild look of madnexs in his eves. aud the iron handle 
of the cottage mangle, with which he had dealt her the fatal blow, 
in his mame stood the guilty husband. It was too late now ; she 
was den! 

A dark, red crime had originated out of a young wife's error. and 
this was the way of it: John Fobbkidsman-Jones had a ticket for 
Kempton Park given him, and had gone to see Victor Wild win 
the Jubilee Stakes. At setting out from his pretty little Lge 
ton home, he had solemnly promised his brown-eyed, bonnie bride 
of but a year that he wouldn't get sosselled, and would be home to 
a meat ten at six. With a parting kiss, some cigarette papers, a 
couple of boxes of Swiss matches (about one in every six uf which 
would light), and “ Hotspur's” tips, torn out of Zhe Daily 
Telegraph, he had started out to make a British holiday, never 
dreaming of ill, or the dreadful events which were destined to 
brand him a murderer. He had in due course reached the Park 
had had half-a-dollar on the tirst winner—Amberite—and lum 
it all down on the second—Donna Margery—when, coming out of 
the refreshment bar, his eye had fallen _ the black-board where 
telegrams were exposed. His curiosity impelled him to look them 
over, and there, oddly enough, was one add: to himself :— 
“ Fobbkidsman-Jones, Yattersall's Enclosure, Kempton oe 

Hastily tearing it from its envelope, he read the sentence: 
“Come home at once, most urgent.—BEssIE.” 

“Great Evans!” he thought, invoking the memory of a past 
Lord Mayor. “What dire panpening can have happened, what 
dreadful disaster have disastered?" Scarce knowing what he did, 
he dashed out of one of the turnstiles leading to the road, where 
a hundred unoccupied tlys and vehicles stood. Into one of them 
he flung his agitated body, and bade the Jehu make for Teddington 
with all speed. ‘The sordid fellow, however, refused to budge an 
inch under half a mecha and this suin the miserable Fobbkids- 
man-Jones had eventually to promise him, Every yard of the 
journey seemed a mile to him, every mile a nautical league. What 
could have happened ? 

As, after seemingly an age, the carriage rattled round the corner 
of his beloved South Western Crescent he caught sight of his 
young wife, bonnetless, nnd with her golden hair ruftied by the 

revze, standing anxiously awaiting his coming at the little green- 
enamelled (where the enamel hadn't come off on the warm hands 
or best clothes of the couple's visitors) garden gate, he tried vainly 
to guess what this terrible trouble might be, ; 

“hank Heaven you have come!" she cried, rushing up to him 
as he alighted, and burying her face in his dusty coat, “Open the 
door, dear, quick—quick.” 

Flinging a half thick-’un to the flyman, he pulled out his latch- 
key, nnd in another moment the young couple stood in the passage 
—at least he stood there, still in a state of petrified anxiety, but 
she dashed through to the kitchen. 

“ As I feared!” she yelled, “as L feared! Burnt toa cinder!” 

He rushed through, gazed in vain for the infant's cot, and 
demanded : a 

“Tell me all, Bessie, tell me all—the worst—and at once ! 

“1 will,” she gasped. “1 came outside to see the time by the 
church clock two hours ayo, and—oh dear !—the wind blew the 
street door to. 1 had no latch-key by which to re-enter; you have 
the only Iatch-key tnere 1s. 1 had purposely matte up the kitchen 
fire, because I'd got a steak tond-in-the-hole in the oven for your 
tea ; and now that toad-in-the-hole’s burnt to a perfect cind—" 

‘'y-r-rr-ash! Ina fit of mad rage he had grabbed the mangle 
handle and downed her with it, and now— : f 

But the police reports in next Saturday's newspaper will contain 

the rest. 
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IT MADE HIS LORDSHIP COUGH. 


os 
a ; 
Lady Hauteinia, Yes, it's the New Photogra phy costume—just 


tights and black muslin. Sorry you don't like it, dear; but must 
be in the fashion, don't you know, . 


THEN THE HARMONIUM BURST FORTH. 

HERE is a story that comes all the way from Florida, a State 
that overtlows with darkies. The anecdote goes on to say that 
there was a small church wretchedly out of repair, with a terribly 
leaky root, and the negro pastor fervently prayed for funds to 
make eas A collection was started, the pastor saying that 
special blessings would be asked for all contributors. One brother 
put in ten cents. 

“Ten cents from Brudder Jones. De Lord bless Brudder Jones.” 

Then a quarter of a dollar was received, 

“ Brudder Johnson a quatah. De Lord bless Brudder Johnson.” 

The collector reached # gambler, who happened to go into the 
church out of curiosity to witness a darkey service, and who had 
had a big winning night. He put a twenty dollar note into the hat, 

The almost breathless collector said: “ Wha’'s de name, sah?” 

* Never mind the name ; Lama gambler from Chicago.” 

“Gamblah from Chicago, twenty dollahs,” shouted the collector. 

The pastor rolled his eyes up, and raising his hands, said, in 
a voice choking with emotion: “Twenty dollahs gamblah from 
Chicago. May de good Lo'd bless and prospah de noble gambiah 
from Chicago.” 


———¢9—— 


POEMS ON PARAGRAPHS, 
No, 4.—“ Passen!"” 

(There was a trazic incideut iu connection with the death of Colonel North. 
At the meeting over which he was presiding, a certain resolution had beew 
carried, awl it was at the moment of his exclaiming “ Passed !" that the fatal 
seizure came upon him, Almost with that word on his lips his own spirit passed 
away.—Daily News. 

“PassEp!"—and his spirit passed ! 
And it seemed as if Heaven intended, 
While vet he was unaware 
Of the Presence beside his chair, 
That his own brusque lips should say 
Jna strange oracular way 
That the hours of his life were ended | 
& Passed !"—and his spirit passed : 
And he who had long forecast 
Things that should chance in the future, with an eye that was 
shrewd and skilled, 
Uttered that day a prediction, which it pained us to see fulfilled. 
* Passed !"'—and his spirit passed ! 
And we speak, as we sore deplore hin, 
Of his frankness, his fiery blood, 
Of his vigorous manlihood, 
Of his life-long lack of meanness, 
Of the cool commercial keenness 
That to fame and to fortune bore him. 
“ Passed !"—and his att sed ; 
But never, while life shall last, 
May pass from our minds the moral—he that hath cars let him 
’ 


r! 
And he who runs, let him read it!—of his bright and too-brief 
career, 
For the lesson his life-work teaches—a lesgon to fire the breast 
Of the man with progressive instincts—is the need of a quenchless 
seat 
™n watching, ever while working, for the tide in our world’s affairs 
Which, seized at the tlood and clung to, its adherent to fortune bears, 


——1o—— 


THE FRUITS OF CIVILISATION AT BULUWAYO. 


(Saturday, May 23, 1896 
CUCKOO! 


G 


_ ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
ASS-TRONOMICAL. 


LIKE HIS ChEEK. NOT TAKING ANY, THANKS CUCKOO}. 


A chum of Tootsie’a, who declares 
she distinctly heard the cuckoo’s note 
the other evening, when waiting for 


i f : “Oh, by-the-bye, before you go back you ‘ a ‘ i i 
Goon with your work—imperence.” “ It'sall must see Zhe Widow's Home.” “No thanks, my “The moon looks very pale to-night, Jack. n friend, ALLY, who's a bit of an 
right, Mary, my dear, I won't say what they're boy; last time I saw a widow home, it cost “Yes; you see, she’s been out all night for the ornithologist, says it was probably the 
like, downstairs.” me a swell supper and a cab fare.” past week.’ male cuckov she heard. 


A “BIRD'S-EYE” VIEW. 


*,* Mise Sl Y will be delighted ir 
phlogche Sole thaw oy ee foivaes ken AT A MONKEY ISLAND VARIETY SHOW. 


portraits have not yet been inserted, 
TOOTSIB'S FRIENDS. 


—=2 = 


J scoff at cruel Fortune's slings, 
Unmoved | bear her stripe ; 
Of Fate I only beg two things— 
My “SLOPER ” and my pipe. 


— 


a 


SPOOF ! 


No. 444.—Miss ETHEL HayDOon. 
“ Love's mystic spell in perfect thraldom holds 
me!” —TLhe Dook Snook. ; 
“What chance have I ‘midst those who pay her “Your wife is great on bargains, Binks?” 
court?” —Lord Bob. “Yea.” © Well, if she goes into Dooums and 
“ Ne’er have I yet beheld such Te ee ii ¥ The Ourango-Outango Troupe of Acrobats in thcir Marvellous Performances, Coittne™ ree teil hercokt ania coe 


McSWINE’S BULL AGGRESSIVE. 


ww 
KS 


(1) As McNab was returning from a prayer meeting, McSwine's bull Dan was (2) And McSwine said, “There's a fine carry on in a Christian land, McNab enticing a harmless bull 
very rude and aggressive. tae mak’ a fuol o' hisself. A’m gled a’ve shot them both.” 
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As “weary? We tslomae 
— 
RESTAURAN T 


— Ss: 


< 


vsine 66 . 


\fesbont . Saburday. 
Sea eis 


a Ae 
Paisti hePecrle 44 


OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


The peeler knew no Welsh, and so Before the Beak Taff had to go:—Poor Mr. Eamonson, ‘twould seem, By grinders much annoyed has been:—The 
knickerbockers have, I hear, Gone out of fashion quite this year :—The Ancient down to Windsor's been, To pay his duty to the Queen :—The Chestnuts make a 
splendid show, And off to see them thousands go :—A worthy cause, to which we all Should spare a mite, however small:—A Patti Concert causes quite A 


host of folks for seats to fiyht.——THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. 


AND MAUDIE DID. 


First Convict (tosceond ditto). Say, Bill, if we only 
‘wi a little more scenery on the mill, we might fancy 
ourselves ou a blooming bike. 


Boy (in the street), Why, I'm blest if he ain't a- 
doing of ALLY over that there entrance ! 


The Profcssor, Hi will now place this ‘at on my 
WHAT PRICE? Gin ey the alr hactiste wilt bed herp ats La 
ep ‘ : i ”” i « if this isa bracing wind, I don't like being braced.” “Spell it self hon 'er ‘ands, remove the harticle wit! er ‘eels, 

io a write bie one eet i a ee with au £m, Maudie, and L'1l—”" hand place hit hon ‘er hown : 


166 
ALLY-CAMPANE. 
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A Night Out! By jove! and what an one it ia, too, as those 
who clect to spend theirs at the Vaudeville will speedily discover. 
Funny farces we 
have had by the 
score, but never— 
no, absolutely 
never—has_ there 
en weer on 
the English stage 
a work so redun- 
dant with merri- 
ment, so replete 
with side-splitting 
fun, as this clever 
adaptation of an 
impossible French 
play. It is no 
exaggeration to 
assert that it's one 
continuous feast 
of laughter. The 
fun never flags for 
aninstant. Almost 
from the curtain’s 
vise we begin to 
pete at its 
all we are gasp- 
ing for breath. A 
wonderful farce, 
ee truly ; a great and 
brilliant success that playgoers will see and see again, 

es 


s 
THE Mildewed Mid-On has this day conferred the “ Award of 
Merit” upon GrorGE ULYEttT, becauar he's scored high for 
Country und County, “¥eyther,” exclaimed the Azure-Eséd, 
* this will bea proud day for Yorkshire. George has done good 
service for his county since '73, and he’s upheld the honner of the 
old country abroad a greater number of times than any English 
cricketer. And, old ‘un, if you're ever near the Brunswick Koad, 
Sheftield, doa't forget that George is now the host of the Vine 
Hotel, and that the likker there is Al.” And the Agéd hurriedly 
made a note of the address, and promised to look up the veteran 

at the earliest opportunity. ae 

s 


It has now been definitely settled that should President Kruger 
visit England, he will put up at Mildew Court. To celebrate the 
event, A. SLOPER is now preparing his long-talked-of Aruger 
Cough Drops. 28 


s 
WELcoME Whitsuntide! Another spell of rest for the toiler, 
another little holiday for us all, The gen  -custer and his faithful 
‘earted donah will 
seek the flowery 
meads of “Appy 
‘Ampstead, the 
svivan glades of 
Chingford, or the 
doubtful joys _ of 
Southend. The 
busy legislator will 
throw aside the 
cares of State and 
hie him unto his 
country residence, 
take the Club train 
to the Continent, 
or journey whither- 
soever his fancy 
leads him. It is 
all the same. Whit- 
sun is a holiday, 
and most of us hope 
to enjoy it in our 
own sweet way. 


* < 

THE: Oxford is = Ss 

doing wonderful 

biz. just now ; but then, you see, it’s got a wonderful programme 

to offer, and that accounts for it. p in there when you may, 

‘ou are always sure of getting a lot more than your money's worth : 

music, comfortable seats, first-rate entertainment, and 
capital refreshment. What more can man desire? 

se 


y se 

THE engagement between Miss Dolly Shirtliff, of the “Friv,” 
and the eldest son of the Duke of Bilberry, has been broken off. 
Dolly claims £5000 damages. Practically, the gentleman. has 
nothing in the world except a suit of pyjamas—and they are 
patched, It’s a rare lark ! + 


WE see from a declaration in one of the daily papers that Mr. 
Charles Allen Lindsay Sloper, of 22 vo Grosvenor Street, in the 
County of Middlesex, will henceforth known as Charles Allen 
Lindsay. We hope to goodness this is not meant as a reflection on 
the Eminent. Anyhow, for the present the Old 'Un won't be 
known by any other name than the one he came into the world 
with, 7 x 


THERE was a very strong bill on when ALLY dropped into 
Collins's the other night. Tom Costello, of whom we give an 
illustration, was in great form, and 
his long slide dance fetched the 
house wonderfully, Bexsie Went- 
worth and Fanny Leslie were, of 
course, both capital; Herbert 
Campbell well up to his usual ex- 
cellent standard, and Harry Tate's 
imitations first rate. Arthur Rigby, 
Ethel Cambridge, Harry Randall, 
and other popular favourites 
were also to the fore. Altogether 
a very fine show, which speaks 
volumes for the manner in which 
Mr. Herbert Sprake caters for his 
innumerable patrons in the neigh. 
bourhood of Merrie Islington. 


THE tiny son of avery celebrated 
painter has a fearful dislike to 
women and girls of all ages. The 
other day in the studio he suid 
to his father, “If it hadn't been 
for Eve there would have been no 
sin in the world, ‘cos she tempted 
Adam.” To soften things over a 
bit for the fair sex generally, the 
R.A, said, “But I alwaya thought 
it was six of one and half a dozen 
of the other.” That youthful 
woman-hater, true to hia text, 
silenced all paternal remonstrance 
with a stamp of his foot and, “I 
won't hear word said against Adam!"" The subject then 
dropped, aud the artist went thoughtfully on with his work. 
es 


: 

THE idle report that the F.0.M. doses himself with brimstone 
and treacle annually at this season of the year is hardly worth con- 
tradicting, Ask anyone, does ALLY luok like brimstone and 
treacle? 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY 


SLOPER'S DANCING ACADEMY. 
THE SUGGESTION THAT SIGNOR SLOPERINI 18 PUT UP TO 
THESE NOVEL DANCES BY A CELEBRATED DANSEUSE 14 
SIMPLY NONSENSE, THEY ARE SOLELY H1S OWN CREATIONS. 


No. 8.—The Countess of Ballysoft doing “The Park Lane Fling.” 
The Signor is awfully pleased with the progress her ladyship has 
made, and is writing the noble Earl for a testimonial. 


——i ee 


AN ENIGMA. 
TO WHICH THE ANSWER 18 NOTHING. IF NoT “NOTHING!” 


I'm what the henpecked husband says, 
When, in the dead of night, 

His wife inveighs against his ways 
With shrill and shrewish spite. 


I'm what the generous man should give, 
Who bears the pom plaints 

Of all tho-e healthful knaves wito live 
By feigning tits and faiuta, 


I'm what ia thought by other favs 
Of the looks, and words withal, 

Of her who earns each gallant’s praise 
As the Beauty of the Ball. 


I'm what the faithless husband tel!s 
His wife about the girl 

Who, ‘spite of nuptial vo 
His wanton heart to whirl. 


I'm what my clothier wishes—while 
The frown beclouds his brow— 

That I, who at hia debits smile, 
Were owing to him now. 


I'm what each Briton, fined a quid 
(ail alcohol the cause), 
Will frankly tell you that he did 
To break his country's laws, 
——— 


DIDN'T CARE A — 

HowarpD PAUL es that he was proceeding from Southampton 
to New York on the American steamer Paris, when a sudden 
storm arose, and many of the passengers, especially the ladies, were 
awfully seasick—some, in fact, were prostrated by the horrible 
mal-de-mer, As he paced the deck he observed a lady reclining 
upon one of the benches, and the unearthly pallor of her face and 
the hopeless languidity of her manner indicated that she had 
reached that state of collapse which marks the limit of sensickneas, 

Touched by this piteous spectacle, he nperoeceed the poor crea- 
tee, aed in sore omar tones asked : adam, can [ be of any 
service to you 

She did not open her eyes, but murmured faintly, “Thank you, 
sir, but there is nothing yuu can do—nothing at all.” 

* At least, madam, permit me to bring you a glass of water.” 

She moved her head feebly, and answered, “ No, I thank you— 
nothing at all.” 

“But your husband, madam,” anid H. P., “the gentleman lying 
ere with his head in your lap—shall 1 bring something to revive 

im?” 

The lady again moved her head feebly, and again she murmured 
faintly and between gasps: “Thank you, sir, but—he—he—is—not 
—my—husband, I—don't—know—who—he—is.” 

This anecdote aptly illustrates the abject misery and utter irre- 
sponsibility of sea-sickness. 


impels 


IN GAY BOHEMI-AH. 


“Bai Jove! vou're quite tight.” “Sir!” “Yaas. death girl, I 
aweah you re laced down a couple of inches.” 
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OUR LADY’S CORNER. 


CONDUCTED BY LaDy Dowpy, 
es 


FLora.—Real flowers are very fashionable just now, but the effee 
they produce depends entirely upon the way in which the; - 
mounted. Everyone was delighted at the State Ball by 11, 
appearance of Princess » who was literally a mass of blo... 
and folinge. The effect was simply charming. but no one could 
even guess at the method by which it been arrived at 
Madam Jonquille—who is going to advertise with us next we} 
—has, however, revealed the secret to me (under the pledge 
inviolable secrecy, of course), and the following is the pru tt 
necessary to duce this most rg Ager beautiful Tesult, 
About a week hefore the function at which you desire to produce 
an effect, you buy a packet of ayecteliy-wropered mustard pea 
cress—the common garden or ordinary mustard and cress wont 
do, and you can only obtain the other at M: Jonquille’s 
florist, Bond Street, W. After carefully washing the hair an 
having it made up into the shape which is most becoming ty 
your features, the seeds are artistically planted all over. If so, 
remain in a warm room and keep t! damp they bezin to 
ost in two or three days, and should then be trained to droop 
down so as to fall over the ears and the back of the nec 
Camelias, roses, dandelions, and buttercups can now be intro. 
duced, fastened in place by means of bent hair-pins or Stagg's 
patent curling-pins, : 

INVALID complains that her doctor has ordered her +: take 
shower-baths, which make her feel cold and wet, and uncunifort. 
able. This is very inconsiderate on the part of the medical nan 
but as he is the only fashionable doctor near you, I suppose yo. 
cannot well change him and must put up with it. Why not put 
on a macintosh before you f° in, or use an umbrella? 

A. A. C. (Brighton).—When said the other week that I did not 
approve of women wearing knickerbockers when bicycling, | did 
not know that Messrs. Jonex, Brown and Smith, our princi! 
advertisers, did a e trade in those articies of attire, and wt 
1 meant to have said was: that they are not suitable for a)! 
figures, but from what you say I should think you would look 
very chic in them. Write to Jones, Brown and Smith and 
mention my name. 

InisH GiRL.—I should think that stocking net would do as well 
as any other net to boil potatoes in. Try it and let me know 
how you succeed. 

TOOTHACHE.—There is no doubt but that sweets of all kinds are 
very bad for the teeth, that is to say all except those manufic. 
tured by Caramel, of Regent Street (who advertises with u:), 
He makes all his tempting goodies on a new plan, and they don't 
make the teeth ache—much. I have heard that a red-hot needle 
thrust well into the aching tooth will at once kill the nerve, and 
80 remove the cause of the pain. Try it and tell me how rou 
Eke is Be sure you don't burn your finger with the hot 
needle, 

TRILBY.—Your local shoemaker must be 2 very stupid man not to 
be able to fit you with a No. 2 boot. That is the beat of dealin: 
ata good shop. All the West End tradesmen keep graduate! 
sizes of twos—small twos. large twos, and larger twos—and so 
are able to accommodate the most erigeante customer. But as 
you cannot get up to town, perhaps you had better have a No. (. 
is the man suggests. Scratch off the mark on the sole, and 
nobody knows the difference. 


——$$ ——— 


AT HOME. 


HE was rather nervous about calling upon her, for, after ail, |. 
was a bashful swain, and she seemed so reluctant to give him ti 
address. Still, there could be no harm in a jetty flirtation, and +» 
round to Fort Crescent he went. A slightly tremulous knock : 
the door, a bright florin to the rosy-cheeked parlourmnaid, and lx 
sent his visiting-card upstairs. 

Presently the pretty servant-girl descended, with the remark : 

* Will you step upstairs, Mr. Whittaker?” 

He started, and positively dropped his eye-glass. His name was 
Samuel de Hyler-Poldencopp. Had he a rival? Producin: « 
eccoos florin with great presence of mind, he whispered tu tic 
lnviden : 

“ What—er—made you call me Mr. Whittaker?” 

“Why, it’s your name, sir, isn't it?” 

“What made you think so, my dear?” re 

“Why, sir, when I gave your card to Miss Hethel, she reai it, 
and says: ‘G. Whittaker! show him up, Susan !’” 

Then Samuel was on his guard. 


od 


HAVE YOU EVER NOTICED ?—No. 3G. 


(1) Have you ever noticed that the man who (on paper) fiercely 
demands that “Europe be drenched with gore rather than we 
sacrifice one jot or tittle of our Imperial rights !""—— 


(2) Isthe very man who invariably permits himseif to be ramped 
of an extra sixpence by a truculent cabby rather than face t< 
prospect of a trivial street row? 
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CHUCKS. 


(A RoMANCE OF THE RAIL.) 
—_——— 


CHAPTER VII. 
PereR AUGUSTUS SMAGG was the commercial traveller who 
id been seen to kiss Miss Sprotehley on the occasion which was 
v culminating point of the disaster to the love of Chucks, and 
must be confessed that Mr. Smagg was uite Ponsa in taking 
wt in the osculatory demonstration with hley. 

For P. A. Smagg loved 
=~ Miss Sprotchley, and 
was engnged to be mar- 
ried to Miss Sprotchley 
as soon as the scant 
leisure a brisk business 
in dry goods would 
afford him time. For 
Mr. Saase was a bus: 
man, and had little lei- 
sure to devote to sacri- 
fices to Dan Cupid. Time 
was when he had had 
more leisure, but less 
money. The leisure he 
devoted to winning such 
cee of the heart of 

iss Sprotchley which 
was not otherwise en- 
gaged, but the absence 
of money had restrained 
the ardent youth from 
plunging into a sea of 
inatrimonial _ troubles 
without the jon 
of a life-buoy in shape 
of a decent nce at 
the bank. As time tled 
business grew brighter 
and brighter, and the 
balance at the bank 
swelled _ satisfactorily, 
but the leisure moments 
were curtailed, Smagy 
was seen more seldom 
reatly 
hich 


Mr. Peter A. Smage 
ave grieved his sou 


These pictures were un 
ever dreamed that such could exist. 
;overed over him and in kindness, or the reverse, had whis| 
"CHUCKS!" 
Smagg believed in the truth of Miss Sprotchley as firmly as he 
lieved in the fine crepon he was willige to do business with at 
11d. a yard, with 5 per cent. off for cash at three months, and 
wlieving this he gave himself over to the full enjoyment of a 
ivid imagination for connubial facts. 

Imagination unquestionably plays sud havoc with single blessed- 
ness. The more Smags eegined the more he longed for realisation. 
Mr. P. A. Sma nally definitely resolved. He had no 
woliday for several years. His employers owed him a holiday. 
He would utilise that holiday as a honeymoon. 
iss Sprotchley, and laid before her his aim and 
It was the duil season at the railway bar, and Miss 
hed tor some distraction. She consented. A pretty 
ken and was equally prettily furnished. Mr. 


sun st brightly as they departed for the enjoyment 
of their brief honeymoon, and Chucks knew nothing of the 
m:tter. For months that unhappy railway servant had been 
ixclated from his fellows, and so had missed the information that 
Mi:s Sprotchley was about to be married. During that period he 
had preferred to nurse his grief while swabbing the outside of 
the carri in a lonely lie with a wet brush rather than visit 
the busy haunts of men on the arrival ond departure platform. 
Lut he got the news in the local paper. His heart gave a great 
bound as he read : 


S!1AGG—SPROTCHLEY.—At St. Foggie'’s, Plunktown, 19th 
commercial 


on 
traveller, to 


Chucks smiled a sardonic smile and remarked : “ Smagg—she's 
married Smagg, @ commercial traveller—I will be avenged |” 
(To be continued next weck.) 


A MICROBE MADRIGAL. 


[It is said that Microbes are often enconraged in houscholus by the carcless- 
ness of lazy housemaids. 
( Atecrobes log.) 
THE tricks of sanitation, 
_ And such like foolish fads, 
Now practised in our nation 
_y scientific cad: 
liave spoilt Microbian chances 
by making places clean— 
This leading us such dances 
_Is really very mean. 
Tut oftentimes __ relief 
sends— 
Sone Housemaids are the Mic- 
robes’ Friends ! 


Fate 


Tuy aid by lack of gump- 
tion, 

_Ty corner-dirt neglect— 

! ‘ novelette-consumption, 

: by work which they reject. 

‘round such servants dodg- 


Ing, 
_We Microbes, e’er alert, 
Find many a cosy lodging 
Ju happy heaps of dirt ! 
And thus wherever we may wend, 
The Slattern is the Microbes’ l'riend ! 


eh 


eae NOT QUITE TRILBIES. 

1 Yes,” said the New Woman orator, as she expounded the 
Focinine of her sex’s emancipation, “1 will not attempt to quasi 
from the audience that | have great ends in view.” ‘ You have, 
indeed, ma'am,” said a wearied male auditor in the back seats. 
I don't think'I ever saw such feet in my life before.” And then 
¢ made hurried tracks for the nearest exit. 


ALLY SLOPER’S. HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. 


——_—— 


6 Kine STREET, KensixGTon, W. 
May 9th, 1896. 

Dean ALLY StoreR,—I received the “ Award of Merit” quite 
safely, and U thank you very much for it. I need hardly soy I 
am exceedingly pleased with it, as well as very proud. In conclu. 
sion, [can only wish you a very long and happy life. Kindly 
remember me to all the Family. Ouce more thanking you very 
much, | remain your ever-loving friend, 

ARTHUR W. ELsos, F.OS. 


th 


THE MODERN ARITHMETIC. 

Example A.—Supposin the average price of a whisky and 
soda to be sixpence, and Mr. Younghusband, feeling thirsty on his 
way back from inserting the first notice in his life in the ~ Births” 
column of the Zelegraph, entering a bar to assuage that thirst, 
meets seventeen bait ewe yw 7 who have already got wind of the 
“event,” how much does hig W. and 8. cost.— ANSWER: £1 3s. 10¢, 

Example B.—\n_a daily newspaper . man is a glowin 
advertisement of a Dutch Lottery—all prizes and no blanks—and, 
being much taken by the same, borrows two-pound ten from the 
earthenware teapot in which the rent money in kept, and speculates 
in ten five-shilling tickets in the “draw” What is the profit or 
luss to the earthenware teapot.—ANSWER : J.0.U. sift . 

Example C—The river Test being noted for its at and trout 
X, Y, and Z take a day's holiday, three bottles of whisky, two days 

srovisions, and a tiring journey Into Hampshire to fish the stream. 
X hooks a small gudgeon, Y a of silk umbrella cover und a 
broken comb, and Z catches rheumatic cram. How mapy fish 
does each take home /—ANSWER : Fifteen trout and xeventcen cela, 

Ezample D.—A thrifty householder, secing Best Wallsend 
advertised at eighteen shillings a ton sent an order, enclosing a 
remittance (ax per advertisement) for five tons, How many 
hundredweight of coal did he get:—ANnsweEn: Seventy-three 
hundred weight ; and the cval-dealer gut a month, 

Example E.— Riding home in a twopenny omnibus, a 
gentleman who is ay aged obfuscated by drink gives the conductor 
a penny and a florin in mistake for two pennies. The conductor 
places both in his leathern wallet, therefore, what does the 
omnibus company gain by the inebrinted gentleman's blunder /— 
ANSWER: Nothing. The conductor, however, treats the driver to 
supper at a fried fish pnd potatu emporium, 


ae 


A LET OFF FOR MAB. 


——— 


CITUAISHUNS I HAVE LEFT. 
Tne RECKEXLEKSHUNS OF ELIZABETH MIFFINS (“GENERAL 2)5 
CHAPPTUR FOARTEAN. 

“T ast ‘is lorful wife!” 

Werls fale me, deer reedur, in wich tu konvay the smorlist 
impresshun of the effeck loosed on mi senstif natcher bi the 
unickspecktid and feerful revverlashun. Foar « fu momunts i 
stud on the dorestep like wun terned tu stoan. 1] kood not bring 
miself tu berleeve the evvydunce of mi heers. Mi Alfrid forlse? 

Jo, it kood not bea, I wood karst bak the vile elarndur in the 
teath of ‘er hoo had uttured it, nevur wood i kredit it butt from ‘is 
oan swete ype. 

1 reckerlecked at that momunt the wai in wich the Lady Gwen 
derlean de Fits Morrency, in the tail of the “Hidun Wil,” with 
werlds of skorn and indiggnashun flashin from ‘er luviy i's ‘nd 
repeld the baice incinuashun of the vilun Barrernet that ‘er luver, 
Lord Roophurt, had wed anuther, Drorin misclf thairfoar up tu 
mi ful ite, i gaized sturnly erpon the yung persun at the dore and 
end, “Yu Iv, forsle-tungd traytur; yu ly. Alfrid wood be tru tu 


me til deth. 

Sur Jefiry, wot wos the villin in the tail, ‘ad only hist “ Baffuld!” 
betwean ‘is klenched teath wen thus repulsed, but bein i surpose a 
vulger i ieeinine the yupg womun behavis quite difrunt. Befoar i 
wos wel awair of ‘er murderus intenshun she ‘zd seazed me bi the 
hare, and wos skrachin mi faice, and tr in tu tare out mii’s. The 
langwidge she maid yuse of durin this furoshus asorlt was ‘arowin, 
and minghuld with mi pearsin skreems for help, attracktid a smorl 
krowd of boiz, hoo cheard mi bludthirsty rivul on tu ferther deeds 
of goar. “Go it, Marthur,” thay sez. “ Wot she bin a-dvin of? 
Makin up tu yoar ole man? Let ‘er ‘ave it.” 

Nevur wil the reckerleckshun of that sangwingury konflick faid 
from mi memmery. Strugul as i wood, i wos no match foar mi 
demunertif, but desperit, aroun’ and just as she ‘nd toar outa 
therd grate ‘andful of mi uxshurrions tressis, and wos darncin 2 
pas sule on mi nu hata vois i knu wel exklamed, ‘Ere, wot's orl 
this row about?” 

*Evuns! it wos Alfrid. 

No auner did i set i’s on his fare, forlze fais than the reckerleck- 
shun of his perfiddy ovurkame me, and rushin at ‘im i intwynd mi 
fingure in ‘is hare, and wos onli drged from him by the mane 
forse of tu pleesemen wich had now arivd on the seen. We wos 
then orl takin derreckt tu the stashun, and arftur spendin the long 
nite in a prisun cell we wos brort befor the magistrait, a wite- 
hured old gent in specks, and hoo, ‘avin herd the evvydunce, 
bound us orl three ovur tu keap the peas foar six munths. 

‘Thus krooly and unromantickully wos mi luv dreem shatured. 

(Zo be continued next week.) 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 

* Goon Big-innings ” : Yorkshire's 887 against Warwickshire. 

THE Sign of the “ Cross": A lowering brow. 

THE Original © Woman Who'd “Id”: Ginevra, . 

Goop wine needs no push—in McGuoseley’s direction. 
reaches over and helps himself. 

DISTINGUISH between the latext Savoy opera and the Pust- 
master-General.—Grand Duke: St. Martin‘s-le-Grand Duke. 


He 
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SOMETHING TO SCARE HIM. 


“T say, old man, what on earth are you up to?” “Why. lm 
painting myself upa good small-pox effect to answer the door tu 
our tax collector.” 


——— ee 


WHO'D HAVE THOUGHT IT. 

CHARLIE had quite made up his mind to enjoy this Whitsun 
cycling tour. It was his first trip on his new machine—a real 
beauty, fitted with every possible improvement that eof could 
purchase. The ownership of 80 magnilicent a specimen filled him 
with a cycliat's pride. 

Hullo, here! what was all this? Seated alone upon a bank by 
the roadside and gazing dixconsolately upon the machine by her 
side was the nattiest little lady cyclist it had ever been Charlie's 
good fortune to encounter, Such a figure! such a face! and, oh! 
what a dream of a costume! She raised a pair of most appealing 
blue ites as our hero drew near, and he saw in a moment that 
something was wrong. Springing from the saddle he inquired, 
with tender solicitude, y 
if he could be of any 
assistance. 

In an instant she had 
overwhelmed him with 
thanks. It was a0 good 
of him, but positively 
she wasin such terrible. 
trouble. Her machine 4 
had broken down ; “it - 
never wasan expensive 
one,” she explained 
pee with an admir- 

ing glance at Charlie's + 
splendid mount. 
“Could he doanythin 
to enable her to reac 
the next village where 
her mainma must be 
anxiously waiting?” 

* Dear, dear, was it #0 
bad as all that! take 
hours to mend, would it?) Oh! whatever shoud she do? Mamma 
would be terrified at her absence,” and here the pretty bluc eves 
tilled with tears, and the unhappy girl burst into piteous little sobs. 

This was tuo much for Charlic. In a jiffy he was on his knees 
beside her, begging, imploring her not to cry. “Would she allow 
him to place his machine at her disposal?) She might make shift 
on it until she could reach the village, relieve her parents’ anxiety, 
and send someone back with the bike and orders to carry back the 
ruins of her own.” She wouldn't hear of it at first, but after any 
amount of entreaty she consented, on the condition that Charlie 
came back to the address she gave him tolunch. Charlie promised. 
This saz a slice of luck. 

She rode off, full of pretty thanks and protests, and Charlie sat 
down by the roadside to await the messenger’s arrival. At the 
end of the first hour he grew impatient, at the finish of the 
second anxious, at the termination of the third he left the worthless 
hike to take care of itself, and started for the village. He inquired 
for the address that had been given him. Nobody knew it. Finally 

called at the Police Station. The Inspector's opinion was that 
he had been “done.” and as Charlie has never since ret eyes upon 
either the lady or the bike, there seems some ground for assuming 
that the intelligent ofticer was about right. 


—— ee 


SLOPER RELICS. 

(Continued,) 

No. 15.—Rat, BALL, AND STUMPS USED BY ARTHUR Roperts 
IN HIS BACK GARDEN EVERY NIGHT WHEN Hi RETURNS 
FROM THE THEATRE, 


THE 


Like all Englishmen, Arthur Roberts is devoted to cricket. It 
is not generally known that it is his invariable custom on leaving 
the theatre to hurry straight home and have a turn for an hour or 
two with the willow before secking a well-earned repose, An 
enthusiast, he always wears 1 bow hat. At the “Eecentric,” 
where his favourite catch word is “ “a run,” he makes a lon 
stop before stirring his stumps. He is ever ready to bail a friend. 
At the theatre he makes many a good hit and scores, und pads on 
every available occasion. His favourite author is Fielding, his 
favourite song “Tom Bowling.” A. SLOPER had some difticulty in 
jrocurine these Relics, and only succeeded by presenting the cele. 

rated comedian with a bran new set from the Lowther Arcade. 
The bat, fashioned by the ingenious Arthur out of the leg of a 
four-post bedstead, makes an excellent substitute for the coke 
hammer. The ball (a 36-pounder) was presented to him by the 
War Office in recognition of his services in the Old Guard, The 
stumps are decidedly rustic—but, then, Arthur's love fur tne rural 


is well-known.—( Zo be continued.) 
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THE “FOS.” PORTRAIT GALLERY. 


No, 430.—Mrk. ELuis STANYOS, F.O.8. 


“Born at Husbands Bosworth, Leicestershire, January 
Sth, 1870. Commenced conjuring, etc., at the axe o 
twelve, somewhat against the wish of his father, who, 
however, has now become reconciled to the art. Been 
ut it, more or lexs. ever since. Started life as tele. 
sraphist, but found magic the most powerful magnet, 
Married ; one daughter, Elsie, aged two, wno made 
very creditable shadow picture of the Eminent on the 
wall with her hands, at the age of thirteen months, 
Always pleased to meet any of his brother pro's, whu 
are partial to a weed and a drop of Mountain Dew. 
Chietly because he’s a wonaertul wizard, wis 
created F.O.8. and received ‘Sloper Award of Merit,’ 
March 28th, 1896." —Debrett Impreced. 


GIRLS BOB'S HAD TEA WITH. 


A restless creature, this girl. She wouldn't have 
any tea, and kept on saying she wanted something to 
play with. Bob promised to dothe Lowther Arcade 
next day. and buy her a monkey vu a stick, and une 
or two other little things. 


“I've bought one of those invalid chairs for my 
wife.” “Oh! to wheel her about in, I suppose 2” 
“ No, George, for her to wheel me about in. 


HARD LINES FROM THE BEST AUTHORS. 
No. 6.—“ Like truest friendship, hand and glove.” 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


AGED 7.—At the tender age 
of seven, this ingenious gentle. 
inan was employed by his 
respected father in picking out 
the names and initials on hand- 
kerchiefs, at which delicate 
occupation he was proficient, 
He was known by the e/éfr of 
as little 


Hounsditch Nusvy 


Mousey. 


AWeED 28.—Having done more 
time, he furtunately, while on 
ticket, made the acquaintance 
of A. SLOPER, KEsq., and turned 
his attention to doing that 
ntleman, but finding the 
minent was on the same lay 
as regards himself, partnership 
followed, and for a space Mr. 
Iky Mo was the best dressed 
man in town, 


CAME 


No, 15.—IkY Moses, Esq. 


b 
Faom & PHOTOGRAPH 
1 THE POSSESSION OF THE 
Scotcand YARO AUTHORITIES 


Acep l4.—He was pro- 
nounced by his parents a clever 
buy, and to show that the 
eulogy was not  ill-bestowed 
they on several occasions, as 
svuniats he could run alone, tried 
to lose him in’ the wilds of 
London, but he always returned 
within twenty-four hours, At 
fuurtven he was doing time, 


AGED 35.—The firm becom. 
ing bankrupt our hero turned 
“snide” jewellery merchant 
did more time, attem| 
to rival the Mint in the produc- 
tion of coin of the realm ; but 
being unable to cope with a 
Government monopoly did 
more time, afterwards fulfilling 
an engagement as corner man 
in a Salvation Army troupe. 


OFF BADLY THERE. 


Pearl. And was that the last action you were in? 


Captain Loosefih, Well—er—yes, if you except that little affair in the Law Courts the 


other day—where the ballet girl got a thousand out of me. 


THE SLOPER FAMILY AT DIFFERENT PERIODS OF THEIR LIVES: 


AGED 21.—About this period 
he was acting as clerk to the 
well-known bookmakers. 
Welcher, Blackleg and Cv., of 
London, but he, in his own 
words, “chucked de ploominy 
job” and started business on his 
own account, which nearly cost 
him his life, being, as he de- 
clares to this day, unjustly 
accused uf welching. 


Present Day.— Mr. Iky 
Moses is now fairly prosperous. 
He does not work, to beg he is 
notashamed, neither is heabove 
borrowing ; but as to stealing— 
well, as he himself says, and no 
doubt with sincerity, he would 
be very surry to be caught 
doing such a thing. 


(Saturday, May 23, 1605, 
POOR YOUNG THING: 


“Here's Leap Year half zone, 
and I've proposed to about fifty ; 
but, my dear, it’s vo good, Whit 


” 


vile creatures men are ! 


HE LOOKS IT. 


Little Funkins. Vm the Johnny 
what trots ‘em round. 


SO VERY EMBARRASSING. 


DeEaREstT LItvic. — I'm awfully upset. 


Thoze fellows opposite are always looking 
over through their opera glasses. 


I dont 


know a bit what to do: I can’t live with the 


blinds down all day. What do you advise ‘— 


Your own, NELLIE, 
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